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A HYMN TO THE SEA. 

BY AMELIE RIVES. 



mighty One, thou who art friend of Death, 
And yet no enemy to piteous Life 

But rather her consoler; thou whose breath, 

Brimming the vasty shell of heaven with strife, 

Doth take the Pleiads by their golden hair, 

Yet o'er a fragile globe of silver-seed 

So delicately wingeth, that nowhere 

Its symmetry is marred; thou who dost feed 

The restless soul with restlessness, the heart 

That longs for peace with that hushed spirit of peace 

Which, from the birth of time hath moved apart 

Over thy moon-ruled waters; — release 

From sorrow's selfishness my aching soul, 

And with thy healing chant my broken heart make whole ! 

Scorner of moderation and control 

Save when One draws thee toward her starry throne; 

Titan, content with solitude; free soul 

Of this bound earth; thou who hast spells alone 

To make of grief a thing as fair as night; 

What is thy message unto such as me — 

Those who by Love are mocked for loving Eight? 

Hast thou no stilly cave lit solemnly 

By the reflected beauty of thy Queen, 

Thine unattainable, ideal love? 

No grotto of white coral veiled with sheen 

Of purple sea-weed, in the calm whereof 

1 might lie down and take my fill of sleep, 
Even as thou dost of loneliness, godlike deep? 
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Thou who didst take wild Sappho to thy breast, 
And smooth her glorious hair to maiden meekness, 
And kiss her cool, pale lids to lovely rest, 
Surely unto her handmaids, strong with weakness 
To crave of thee surcease, thou wouldst be kind — 
Yea, to the least of them, even unto me — 

sure Magician of tired souls and blind? 
Lo, I can feel thee drawing me to thee 
Even as thyself art by Selene drawn, 

The while fair Tethys, with the certain smile 
Of wives and goddesses, reigns calmly on 
O'er all but thy vast tides. A weary while, 
A weary while have I been caged of fate; 
Free now my ready soul, ere freedom be too late! 

Yet should I fare to thy green-gloomed realm, 

1 pray thee leave me to my loneliness, 
Nor her of the violet eyes that overwhelm, 

The drenched gold ringlets and the sleek gold dress, 

Anadyomene, thy loveliest child, 

Permit to gaze on me in curious wise; 

On me, who by dark sorrow am beguiled 

From all things lovely. Nor in Nereid guise 

Let thou the passionate Lesbian's flame-white ghost 

Vex me with eyes that recollect delight, 

Since I am one of those who at the most 

Desire no memories, only sleep and night. 

Wrap me in quietude as in a shroud, 

And lay me where thine organ voice swells, not too loud. 

Alas! alas! that selfishness of woe, 
Against the which I did invoke thy power, 
Filleth my heart with longings whereunto 
I may not worthily attend. No hour 
So brimmed with misery that we may not add 
Some drops of wisdom and of courage true; 
No tide of thine so full, but that the glad, 
Cool-fingered Herse, bringer of the dew, 
May from her starry urn of silver glass 
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Upon thy bitterest wave sweet moisture pour. 

Thy darkest depth hides flowers; thy loftiest mass 

Of storm-suspended water to its core 

Is by the lightning pierced — radiance too brief, 

Like the prophetic fire which springs from noble grief! 

My heart, Sea! my heart too hath its tides, 

Its moods of rage, its calms, its storms again; 

Its ice-bound regions where no life abides, 

Its snow-fields where a rose would seem a stain; 

Its caverns deep, more murmurous musical 

Than shells that in their dreaming sing of thee; 

Its wrecks majestic, and its towers tall 

Of moon-white castles built for ecstasy, 

But turned by time to echoing tombs forlorn, 

Where many a drowned hope doth lie in state. 

Lo! these are mine too; but that jubilant scorn, 

That blithe disdain of ever-changing fate, 

Which thou by very mutability 

Dost manifest to all — that would I learn of thee! 

Before thine altar of implacable rock, 

O'erhung with foam-flower garlands iridescent, 

And jarred ever by the clangorous shock 

Of votive waves — there, while the mirrored crescent 

Of young Selene's forehead-gem doth rest, 

As in a shaken glass of chrysolite, 

Upon the love-tossed armour of thy breast ; 

There, while long, singing lines of breakers white, 

Like rows of vestal virgins seen afar, 

Come trooping up thy dark sonorous aisles, 

And Evening offers up her loveliest star ; 

There will I proffer thee my vanished smiles, 

My joys forsworn, my sorrows yet to be, 

So thou but hear my prayer, well-beloved Sea! 

Thou terrible, thou beautiful, thou free! 
Soother of woes unsoothed else! Desire 
Of desolate poet-souls! To thee, to thee, 
To thee alone I cry! lift me higher! 



A HYMN TO THE SEA. §57 

toss me starward as I were thy spray! 

Into my empty life, as 'twere a shell, 

Breathe thou thy mystic monody, and lay 

Upon my heart thy deep, eternal spell ! 

For lo! thy pain supreme is like to mine! 

Heavenward thou yearnest and must yearn for aye, 

And even as the Lady Moon divine 

Over thy passionate surge holds gentle sway, 

may my soul's tides ever ruled be, 

By the pure golden sphere of Love's high mystery! 

Amelie Bites. 
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